Patricia Pruitt 


THE COMPLETE POETRY CHAPBOOKS 
1991-2018 
(Facsimile Edition) 
Volume 2 


Alyscamps Press 
Paris 


The Complete Poetry Chapbooks 
1991-2018 


(Facsimile Edition) 


Patricia Pruitt 


THE COMPLETE POETRY CHAPBOOKS 
1991-2018 
(Facsimile Edition) 


Edited, With a Preface, by 


Karl Orend 


$ 


Alyscamps Press 
Paris 


The Complete Poetry Chapbooks by Patricia Pruitt 
02018 The Estate of Patricia Pruitt. 


This edition О2018 Alyscamps Press, Paris. 
All Rights Reserved 


Cover drawings are by Patricia Pruitt. 


Grateful thanks are extended to the original publishers of the chapbooks 
included in this volume, and to Jessica Pruitt and Christopher Sawyer- 
Laucanno who shared rare originals to make this book possible. 


This book is dedicated to Christopher Sawyer-Lauganno, who was present 
at the birth of much of the work contained within. 


INDEX 


Windows, Boston: Pressed Wafer, 2002 ........................... 3 
Cork, Turners Falls: (n.p.), 2016................................ 17 
Drawing Point, Paris: Alyscamps Press, 2017...................... 29 


Insistence, Paris: Alyscamps Press, 2018.......................... 43 


The Complete Poetry Chapbooks 
1991-2018 


(Facsimile Edition) 


Windows 
2002 


= 
2) 
L 
Q 
y 
O 
E 
© 
Q 


windows 


patricia pruitt 


Pressed Wafer 
2002 


OCTA VE first appeared in a private edition with ink 


drawings by Christopher Sawyer-Laucanno. 


Special thanks to Hornswoggle for publishing OCTA VE 


WINDOWS is dedicated to Sarah ќе 


Imogene, OCTA VE to Christopher 


© Copyright 2002 by Patricia Pruitt 


Cover photograph by Ben E. Watkins 
© Copyright 1985 by Ben Е. Watkins 


Design and typesetting by Daniel Bouchard 


Pressen Warer 
9 Columbus Square 
Boston, MA 02116 


I collect it 
like leaves raked 
for a bonfire 


What if there 

were none 

only ears 

cupping 

asound swallows 


WINDOWS 


a cow’s face 
one rosebud blooming 


Distances 
between this and every 
other 


Look into a face 
living 
more open and closed 


like sky 


At school 
in the cool afternoon 


there used to be 

field hockey 

the goalie quick and fierce 
in the play 


lithe-legged 


green knee-socks 
black-watch kilt 


later she laughed 
at losing 


The place was not written 

It required a black and white 
dotted swiss parasol 
unthinkable in Boston 

on the B&M to Roberts Green 


And Roberts Green had it been 
a green 

it wasn't and 

she didn’t but really 


a boulevard 
by the ocean 
was it. 


no place for it 
all in scraps 
even silk brocade 


She squirmed 
stuck out in 
red-striped chiffon 


without a parasol 


Now she was in for it 


The dots on her dress 
waver in the light 

like to sew her 

split seam. Pretty 

little shoes, red hair- scarf 


In white 

she stands at the door 
What's your name 
Her name is What 


Dotted swiss 


on a boulevard 


a parasol 


songs 


a summer 
after sun 


Some little rascal 
in orange 
out in the corridor 


read all the classifieds 
read letters to the editor 


when 

I walk past his window 
Warren is bent over 

the wash basin 
watering his face 


“Never again worry... 


Someone named Paul 
wrote 

such openings 

of thought 

from anywhere 


“Have 1 sands of windless.. 


Another man lays bricks 
on Massachusetts Avenue 
Must be up to the 2nd floor 


Accumulation : 
reddish-brown 


Ап arrangement 
was not to be 
prepared 


no arrangement in 
a dying rose bush 


„deserts burying me.” 


Hieroglyphs no one 
can read carved 
pains-taking-ly 
windscript in sand 


Notice it is shifting. 
Now what is it? 


What corresponds to 
the lover leaving 
before dawn 


To the refusal 
to admit him 
the first night 


to tears wiped away 


on a deep kimono sleeve 
before the setting moon 


Is she angry? 
Will she dismiss me? 


Lapping it up it spills 
and doesn’t quench 
this thirst of mine 


Lump me or leave me? 


But if l ask? 
Then if I don’t? 


Resolve to speak. 
Resolve to not 
gloss over. 


Did she hear it— 
the entire schism. 


The bush you gave me 
died. 


Oh, No— There’s 
a new leaf, sprig 
of green. 


past windows,” 1 smiled. 
Then this is part 

of the early training— 
No talking allowed. 


I know I could 
back then, but 
small spaces fill up 
quickly 


There was only a letter interlude to show 


More curious later 
than ever 


Explaining, it decides 
to leave 

Check, 

try to remain casual 


Always 
looking 


She feels so much better 
I didn't make a scene 


I held on for years 


keeping it for Goodwill. 


Does that mean 
I may do so now? 


Questions are rushing 
through this place— 
this hour. After this 
who will die? 


In the present 
it's dots 


I'm more of a stripe— 
red-striped chiffon 


sheer, a coup— 
only 30 dollars 


I wore the dress but 
lost the word 


This place 
is made 
of its own 


petals 


Being prepared 
and still in 
pink & white 


Being in the same place 
but not together with 


What does she think 
watching in her own time 


darkest brown eyes quick alert 
not surprised or always surprised 


I feel around me blind. 


Azalea blossoms 
were dropping 


She didn't care 
to hear 


planting 
instructions 


her hand had been 
surgically 


go across and over 


or in 

up columns 

and of 

down words 
Questions go across for me. 
A sentence likes it short— 


Doesn't take more than 
a blue line. 


Don't make worlds outloud 
Make a new word 


Obsever: 
to cut away from 
to cut out of the present 


Not putting forth as in 
parade or procession 


”...not sure, he said, 
you've mixed up 
time frames.” 


It's all here and 
it is all if we 
think about it 
(too thinky) 


I think that if I look at you long enough—awake, asleep — 
I'll know who it is that is a You. If I bring flowers... 
Throw out all that wishing for what....would not... 


Central 


Side by 

is not 
with 
so it's 


no paradise 


to me 


I copy 
Am la copy 


Did 1 copy 


separations 


from her 


Incised 
along 
the thumb-meat 


her scar was red 
and stiff 


She didn't want to hear 
how deep to dig, so 


I left it on the porch 
in a puddle 


Here is where it goes 
sideways 


(I don't seem to be following) 


Keep pressing on it 'til it 
moves... 


OCTAVE 


The saviors are gone, work to attain them goes on 
every (if the eyes open) morning 

Tapping the phrase from a moment of dream 
Score text like a staff: key of 8, 

a visual key, verbal signature 

Twice the same note progresses 

Swells in the again place and undercoating— 
Pale weak blue. Or soft. Tender —tender more. 
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8 are the few flung wide of the saviors 
Sky slinks, slant-wise; days 

Envelop Até, été and praise —signal 
Flight in some small way 

Pictures aside, thought alone to view 
Indiscriminate leaps 

Mellifluous too, in consort with Psyche 
And Hestia — You — sit near this fire. 


Feel the influence of arms, the suggestion 

Of male & female Tangle of remembrance amid 
tension of checks ќе balances, flight cancelled 
The saviors put down on the shore of the lapis 
Triangular river But Nature 15 there, 

Long-held, well-suffered, and left behind 

A new craft, well-built 

Flows in the current, not cast adrift. 


Regard pierces the rigid lines 

And skill scales the barriers 

Sighting the saving eye of love 

In the doubled circles permeable as signs 

A single unknown bird in the leafless maple 


Sings in cadence “Identify me, identify me,” 


Flies off nameless till next year 
Return and begin the journey around 


Against the darkened window 
Darker lines lean of the trees 
Sparkled in snow dusting 
Unnatural speech, as in love or 
Other extreme states of being 
Inspiring, as in a:corridor of moths 
Form flies out of great confusion 
Language shortened, nearly crude 
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Act of saving in common with finding 

And learning Gives what was lacking til now 
Jubilance promised close on Holding out 

To give the real weight of it 

The 8 times 8 attempts to save, to find, 

To learn what lies beneath 

The end of patience so near, so nearly 

Passed into despair Staving it off this long 


Now in the still bare branch of the new year 
Survey the mauve gray hills as lines 

A pattern of hidden content drawn closer 

In the cold to the slow river A form to be 
Deciphered as the movement of water and saving 
Grace of sight, the inner ear, and heart's 
Allegiance to particulars and all Not a giving in, 
This given to— a gift— the first cornerstone 


Devotion, the art rising out of disparate stones 
The minutiae of waking, the savings 

Of the night Wide nets catching here 

And here in a life stream, 

Dream and dross, line and shadow all 

An architecture of light within, without, 

Within again, a place to live, endure 

the shaking doubt, attendant tremors of the world 
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Cork 
2016 


In memory of I 
т me mory 2) 


For J.D 


and the door opens 


Over the late brown hills 

Pale grey clouds 

Streaked blue cover 

the revamping of the bridge— constant 
diagonal over the river—the little view 


Its witness— the window —witness 


Witness: a condition of with-ness, 
Presence, and wit—broad sense, 
Awareness. Not the “wit” of clever. 
The wit of perception. Even a seeing 
Of another... 


Writing is a variety 
Of writhing, visible (not only) in 
the letters curvatures in their snakelike crossing 


on the blank cold page but visible in its absence 


as long, torturous time between one line 


and the next... 


When you announced the cessation 

Of your inquiry you joined 

The gallery of those who cease, 

Those who cut off the other from a place 
Where faith held her... 


The hills rounded under 
Brown leaves fallen 
Through air and light 
Wherein gentle rest will 
naturally, effortlessly, even properly 


Circle into solstice... 


Not to explain. We know and we don't 

Know simultaneously. All things at once 
Come in yet evade. In that way 

The hills were green, then gold and red, before 
they rested into gentle brown decay. 


Not ап elegy. A grieving for joy it is... 

And sadness that it will fall down around 
others like leaves on the rounded shoulders 
of the hills... 


Your regard cannot hold it all though 

You cross barbed fences, speak with the tongues 
Of the ancients and the ones not yet here 

And all the words in all the vocabularies, 
Spoken and unspoken still... 


Form is often pleasing to create 
But form is not more than a system 
Of order in a vast universe 

Of barely perceived orders... 


It is not a big idea or big enough idea. 


The texture of the paper, the drag 
Of its surface under fingertips 

Calls forth these lines. They promise 
To deliver the hand to the secret 


Language to be traced between 


the pen tip and the paper 


that the paper has suggested 
is ready to lay down 
its meaning. These first words, lines... 


So much more to desire... 


Cork dries out with use 
And crumbles away into cork dust 
Such a transformation takes time 


In that sense we are corklike 


Desire is witness of itself 

and its objects/others. To that degree 

itis exclusive, discriminating this one 

from another one, And decisive 

Perhaps even uncompromising, even 
Unpromising of any but its own satisfaction 


Every book is an object of desire. 
Every color of the rose, 
Every beauty 


Every morning’s sunrise, the first star, the wish wished 


In these cold temperatures On any day the call comes-not an emergency- but 
A fly seeks survival in a house A must call back sort of call... 


Flies and buzzes around seeking Behind this call are countless others, 


an out...a window rattles in the chill breeze circumstances of concern requiring swift response. 


The fly travels the closed cold glass... 


Years of such calls. 


Years of response. 
A morning when the cold page wins... 


Late November fog cancels So ends the afternoon quietly in fog 
The far hills but leaves the leafless 


The tree reduced to three boughs—lost 
Tree across from the window The others to the dark , gone from the window 


Into night. 
She adds a lamp, a pink glass lamp 


To ease the gloom 


It willnot goany further 
It will not ро апу further 


Again Seeking the diamond moment, 

Again The star in the clear winter sky 

Ongoing preparations (what of flux, mutability, transforming) 
And foiled plans The inner shifts and understanding, of love 
Plus letting some things go, No easy rhymes, no guarantees... 

as if left by the wayside What abides 

and what counts as lasting 

or lost Any more or any less 


Not least is the sunlight.. 


П 


Suite for Joe 


You teach us pronouns 
Е Maybe Joe you made a count 
No longer matter— и ? : - 
down on your final night, waiting for 
Each and every equals all hil 1 : 
: 5 your children to arrive, to 
Though not without difficulty 3 
: "ES tell them it was over and 
All efforts to achieve security 
x; г what to do... 
Give no protection, only temporary ease = 
г z Then your eyes looked up 


: : ^ into the first light in the window 
Late morning the vehicle carrying 3 
The PA system travels the streets and you took the final breath... 
7 EAN : 5 You went quiet, 
Repeats a test consisting of ...4,5,6... 1 
over The way you always walked 

>т and Over. 4 4 
Es A Ж „= Я Your doctor called you 
There is no further information. “The b toic” fo А 
> R г 8 he brave stoic” for whom 
The day is therefore quiet E Ў | 
А 2 SE 5 :verything was clear 
without further information y mw E 


One spring in Portugal seeing cork trees 


Gnarled with age yet imbued with a presence such 

That “venerable” seems called for Out of the fog 

Up close one feels respect and is А sun will come 

Quite pleased to do so. Our little efforts will suffice 
awhile 
We know the river's there 
and the canal, so too the channel 
and the banks eroded here and there 
This "is-ness" is somewhat secure 
and will suffice awhile 
Thinking on more than this, can we 
go forward? 
What is the way? Can any of us say? 


The garage below is still for sale 
The roof will need repair. 
Three tall trees grown up there 
Turn golden in the fall. 


Can we say beauty 15 
Complete? 


Winter Died Beneath the Snow 


The sun is fully on the world, 
Wizened as it is with cold 
And not-enoughs of every stripe 


The blue is an alluring blind 

eye above Red rose of love 

nonetheless thrives among its thorns 

Into this strife each and every one is born... 
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Penetration begins with a point at some recognition, hovers bee-wise drawing and 
Down on my knees writing on wood — derivative of tree may be oak under me and dust and the unyielding point, 
Set of phenomena including us and everyone else what a sweet way to stroke away an afternoon seedlings not 


First morning magpies’ squabbles for that's what they are and the false objects of desire noted and virile 


the outcome to minute particulars, Autopsy Auto-optic. The top will be browned and underneath a white semi-circle 


where indulgence is concerned, work is its most demanding. Laying down stepping stones through the gorge 


unrestrained without dishonor. No life lived solely — in mind — brain is body is a massive penetration 


h. The poet 1 love will never know though the vine of his beauty surrounds my 
deed ever done. To get to it explode it break open resistance — is it black so full of colors or white and 
on bless — How have we failed ourselves? What am 1 to do seeing her thus reduced. 


People come to see the “Mystery Painting" rumored to be an El Greco and two pueblos almost fought over another 


And this is the field — impenetrable soundless need — on my foot an itch gives a word lost to mind for 3 weeks 


somewhere is a trick, or is it. What answer eliminates all questions and allows you to go on thinking, momentarily 


the unexpected spill washes out the Όλη while walking the wool to soften it, Scottish 
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drawn to а point. All colors are one in black none in white, richness and lack illuminate 
every letter an obstacle to be overcome each time. Blind. Too blind. In both eyes or just one. This is the hardest 
rain falling on roof. She put out her hand into which the coin, Then said, “God bless you, Miss” lingered 


as horse haunches easing down an incline and into Church of San Francisco, the plain cross graphic with blood 


will that contrast be the drawing point. Every day here I am as now in sun or terrified and small 
an enterprise of epic uncertainties, like connecting the points between stars to see Orion's belt, This getting, 


inter and intra and all manner of weaving goes on. The breeze at the seventh hour has tendrils for fingers 


dream What matters more than a bird bumps into the windowpane this morning and flies 
empty The birds were quarreling, one flew off, hit my window and flew off again. Only heard the bang saw no bird 
how have we allowed this to happen Aspen drying gold on the piano, asters falling. For the duration 


and she won't come back to complete the folly, misbegotten idea. all urge gone. The other, the father, was real 


Tsamadou — the King and Queen of Tsamadou — we were their loyal and admiring subjects. Tsamadou, rock strewn 
mariposa mind fluttering out to light on this and that Most notable mariposa amarilla 


out of the long ago Celtic was made and the walkers sing as they go, standing 


off does the thrust of buttocks create love of verbs. Crawling along the line of a poem 
The quarrel ended with а thud. If I go out now and return I bring a new word into the line or will the line 
no alteration of light and dark — perpetual twilight. What does the blood say black in the veins. Pictures of 


Woman holding Christ and him too large, a grown man, for her lap. When the angel appeared she was reading, In 


bower of blue and leisurely jellyfish and not unlike those of the fevered poet in her Notes, 


bailed 


not alone in a field of mown hay, раје 


yesterday. Compact, geometric blocks from myriad random stalks 


still, traveling only handful to handful looks easy but it's not. The sun called so 


And the man next door believes the White smells tastes sweeter than the Black: his very use 
retrieval To retrieve the human from unwanted advances, a psychopathic Progress, from blind, stumbling History and his 
down of dreams. The first five are faster, then it gets harder. Every three generations you have to kill “em all off 


there, spotting red now. It will not come about by talking at length. O'Hara to Rivers: “Want a blow job?” 


in my foot — arch to be exact. Did 1 bend to scratch the arch of my foot more than a year ago as I said 


lull lost in noon-light return after dark, night is more 
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or penis to the point of penetration. If I penetrate him will I verb and adverb more now 
be gone? How to rescue anyone's insignificance like bugs from trampling, from screams of fear — we are engaged in 
pity are easy to make and to deflect. There is a screen blocking the view from here. Irretrievable break 


the mirror smiles the face of duplicity burnt brown the line drops down same as the river through the gorge 


classically fevered. At this point a whistle goes out into the afternoon and why is the word Tsamadou retrieved 


and dandelion heads gone to seed, and heat rises at this hour and all green strains to meet and embrace 


loudly drives me back in, nd the mortal ache of. 


even his taste buds carry his dilemma: how to choose between when one is both or neither, yet the choice is frontal 


repertoire of war, from ignorant Will Are we not lilies ourselves mown down incrementally bent toward light and wind 


to get anything new, said the wise old man of the Ottoman Empire and so it was done. Forgiveness 


O get laid somewhere else. How about in that field of purple weeds. Today's gift: the shape of the gorge 


for the first time or fifth. As we walked up the hill from Kokkari, did I bend to scratch as 1 read 


complex. Standing outside oneself the tell-tale caste marks, intentions obvious as ketchup on a white tee — 


every minute unless you leave the inhuman realm passing for life in America. This 
beaten Other forces determine and not the hunger for love, but for clarity — though showing cause is not showing 
— а necessary action — reported by Henry Sauerwein in a talk entitled Why doesn’t anyone speak 


and the river (so old) between black soft pumice & red limestone waiting to fall into the split. Circling 


the sign — Tsamadou 100 Meters — relieved of itch and uncertainty of where in one gesture. And the way in down 


the careful manipulations, A female string of nouns, split being/splayed self. Do you still like. ..O yes, 


point ready for penetration, wet and pink. No recognition of the set of adjectives a point presents, Not 


with words — “well-given,” “well-received.” "That's an aria trees sing at your window, go in and out 


wall of names. Also gestures introduced го diminish the population but harder on the knees. Small leaps not 


the rocks where Sufis dance. In the distance dogs in the pound bark — sometimes all night. Ata certain 


in rhythm with small waves, the lap of voices. Men have returned to hammer with quiet intent, several 


gesture: she'd had hers. The trouble is evil pollutes and she is afraid at this juncture of the night she feels 
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edge he lives on threatens to cleave him into inseparable warring parts. And in this posture become а 
reason. What finally stands to reason is not very much for very long. We crawl forward on a circle at best, 
Arabic? Startled they fly off in one group, later return one by one. Blue wall succoring jasmine, gestural 


hawk over electric pole, hot breath on sunburnt breast, the habit of sleep keeps its own clock. Pointing to 


a steep root-twisted path. Near the end, light off rocks and sea, bodies softly speaking, a murmur 


simply lovely, but he was gesturing. She saw it when he said, flower on the tundra. That was his 


Verbs are near. Taste of Black all colors merged in one bound to be deep and pungent. Smell of White empty 
not reticent with each other, the opening is open, barriers dismantled, feeling is the water of being, "well-given," 
connectors like the Golden Gate or Brooklyn over bodies of water. We still discern a form even without а name 


point the water disappeared, leaving sape for miles, an old shack, with chimney pipe, all gray 


at once. Water rolls out of the cleavage. How love comes to them. If they were flowers, blue asters say, butterflies 


it though it is weiphtless and colorless. Night is the harder bank of the river. "I can hardly hear you. 


As snow suggests later blue asters. My hands are full hair and flesh all the bodies I've held filed as warm and soft, or strong, or textured, Adjectives Points peripheral to penetration. 
the milk-full breast to the child “well-received” There's that excitement of a moon or island peopled by women in pearls and satin — Hollywood babes to be sure — an Abbott and Costello from the 40s or 505 
reminiscent of fences, and electrical wires, the tight-rope Does it help to make pictures This is moving along and Autumn starts, season of leaving and decrease, 


with weather. Slipping under the pull, No return to the scene, ‘That damn drip. Major relocation of purpose and body. Return to older concerns. Curtains drawn, still dark comes into me every night 


would light but we've lost that possibility, only the beloved plucks them: No one else walks this way And that takes us half-way. Gesture. Embrace the sun and burn with vision — Semelean vision 


“I want to get directions.” ‘The golden boy wishes to see the fat woman ride naked on the wooden horse He is prepared to forget about Troy, whereas the guy in the blue pick-up yells, "Git in! Git in!” in the parking lot. White 


or central. This point slows down the hand, speeds up the breath, pulls down deeper the gut, and thighs, buttocks clenched around points of penetration, Move along the linear stream of white 


The possibilities are endless and increasingly fast-paced very down on the floor at times and in these ways a terrible sense of power overcomes you and for a moment you understand Nietzsche, then you come down, headachy 


the appearance of lap-robes. At this point inaction vies with action for space, blank space, Don't take your finger off the trigger or you're lost. In the outer universe red marks a decrease in energy 


who'll be the first to say uncle, Man on top is dominant, a point not lacking dimensions And who thinks like that? and does this change the way we look at each other. It's enough to suggest 


revision desirable for both parties. Fixity is approximate, not rigid, after all. What? the familiar blinds us at every moment unless 


may have tasted sweeter, but she believes she is genetically fat, Can you give me directions? Menace. A brilliant pollution flower in the tundra? Yes, it's lovely of course. Night freezes us here. For hours. Guarded by darkness seeping 
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across ages of extreme delight bring here to make him verbal is not the point 
drained for the pages are overlapping despite all your efforts to keep them clean and white, and white 
and contrary to appearance (Or is it reality?) white is hottest with the highest energy. Then blue. (Implications 


if for now statements multiply. In letters are closer than by phone. If he were here, I'd be there, not 


something calls me away or simply the loss of music or the other eight. When I think of him 


through glass, knocking at the door. He is not careful. His sincerities are overweight, 


brings us here as we are, not as more, though able to see it dream it want it so bad you can taste it smell it 


Ж jast so and 


aspirine vitaminée tamponée—and every place has its own just so P 


beatitudes out of blue. Islamic style — head to prayer rug. Nothing foreign in this enterprise 


Averted. Step by step along the edge of the crack, earth cracked here and white butterflies fly down into 


a boy of 13 and he spoke a poem. Heart song in air here winding our way in words deep into the gorge 


was sold it came as a great relief. perhaps he will not arrive, not here or ever. Talking 
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though desire wish it so. What the world needs now it has always needed. Cruel mystery, inadequate miracle 
is the color of absence and it will be a cloud between us “well-received” through the hours and days of our love — 
for hair dye.) Holding on, holding on, holding on when you could let go. Down on your knees as if in prayer 


here. It's a mark of freedom, inner freedom. ‘That's where you claim your SC, No, No. Too ше. Fiasco 


and his grandmother's ashes falling feathers over the Rio Grande Gorge and that night a voice entered him 


the other is in the world. A grace in his being, in a world graced with his being. When the hour of dreams 


Here it swelling sweetening the tongue. Never enough, never the honey and ambrosia we long for, 
the line jambs at the exit, Some other point has been reached in pain, despite pain which 
just a different type of trout fishing, done on the knees with a short pole, He fishes — is he strong? 


flowering sage, but a man parachutes in & has to be helicoptered out: no means of egress wingless as self-love 


another descent. broken by hours sensation seems never to have been but for memory. the skin has forgotten 


in the absence of morning. Three days to come then depart toward the next station Are these the last three hours 


the line goes out beyond anything we can see, to what? а curve, a bend and then comes back on us again when 


even Epicurus took pains to alleviate with only modest success (de реш). It has to be dug out, rooted 


No. But his Dad was and that's enough for him. It's not the same, no heat to it. Admitted the love of quavering, 


in the blank space you remember other-lust is insurmountable without another. At the end is 


Stand by for the shades to rise, whose skin can not obliterate the life scarred into its surface. Let 


of light. The body will not cooperate in the effort to hide: it bends, contracts, slides, swells, gapes, cries 


The point returns and you enter after a million entries and 
Death Camas or Nux Vomica all conducive to soul-sleep the hour 
denial of earthly presence absurd as belief in flat earth after 


the timbre of crickets, the feisty buzz of grasshoppers 


Do they cry one by one “}'Ассиве! J'Accusel” Then fall back 


curiously coeval — coevil. A slight change 
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finitude is reached it hates to end hence it turns and bends and the curve is where 
out, seen to Бе believed, seen for what it is: Black Henbane 
delight inside motion (mojo) She fat. Stood on an ordinary curbstone. Her facts make 


the space to remember now is for making, walking the field admiring 


scarred ones speak. Another tight bend must be rounded, how many seasons of fear? 


leaks its truth. Snakeroot/white. Niphtshade/blacl 


know the place and cry, Take it Take it and then Frenzy subsides. What craft is this to practice, a ribbon 


of the Sheep: 2-4 p.m. and summer. There remains there no matter how intimate one becomes 
Copernicus, Newton, Galileo or at the hour of the Tiger/ Autumn brings a knock at the door 


depleted under each footfall, О approaches. Now is the blank time between hours of Snake and Sheep — 


from speech. They withdraw, falling like this evening's twilight. The hour of the Tiger draws nearer. asleep or 


sixth in a row rapid, rabid, rapt with moves. frenetic innocence. And then BAM! A gun empties its venom 


spun velvet black or silken white will break against the sharpened teeth of definition. Take it: that and frenzy out of mad attempts at logic. No verbs or adjectives alone can free us. Recognition of 
to care how, not claiming to know anything save there is no terminal point to what is, a way of going on: a form of continuation beyond what we know. Black of all, White of nothing Then the bird 
No. too early for that to be, the hour of darkest dark, coldest cold. In truth it was 9:15 and the second time asked and the second refusal. By the Law of Threes the next, if it comes, will be yes. At this 


knowledge likewise partial and flows in the narrow eddies off the main body of water. We'll get a new view byand by. Those that remain: not you, not the others. In the meantime the browning sun 


awake ashes will settle into ink Spacious the rooms set aside for pleasure. Ample time to enjoy them. Were there no gate within us keeping us back 


at the mirage of an enemy. Have any of us known that kind of love: Do any of us love? Secure in our boredom Contractual restraints invoked. Is that the last dandelion summer. fuzzy gold 


this point the bend to go forward. Vine of poet/tender with tendrils not stiff or regulated/not without measure. The linear curves too far 
drunk on crab apples flies into a window we hadn't perceived until a cross-over has been achieved and we're off to the next 


point breath is shallow. Wait for it to deepen and slow. Shall I go or stay What if it's true: white is sweet, black is pungent. apples and oranges all are we 


in its sheer heat each ray eight years to reach this afternoon. How does one give up or in, knowing, 


non consummatum est light touch, part for the whole suffices 


to touch with sun-browned nipples kneeling down to it, not to pick it. And the day is changed 
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Insistence 


Christopher Sawyer-Lauganno speaking with George Whitman 


shortly after the Shakespeare and Company fire. Karl Orend in doorway. 


London to raise money to rebuild the library. Those 
reading their work at these events included dozens of 
poets and fiction writers. They ranged from new 
voices to those who had been connected to the store 
for decades, such as Allen Ginsberg, Lawrence 
Ferlinghetti, Ted Joans and Jean Fanchette — as well 
as important contemporary poets, such as Andrew 
Motion, Eric Mottram, C.K. Williams and Carol Anne 
Duffy. Among them, spearheading the reading in 
Boston, was Patricia Pruitt. Patricia met Richard 
Hallward through the Fire Readings. He admired her 
poetry, and asked if he might promote her latest 
ection in Paris. 


Richard Hallward was not only a writer and editor, 
also an entrepreneur. In mid-1991, six months 
after moving out of the shop, he founded Busking 
Editions, a small publishing house domiciled at 
Shakespeare & Company, which produced limited 
editions of books by contemporary poets, many of 
who wete based in Paris. He sold the books at 


readings held at the bookshop and local art galleries. 
Buying a copy of the book was the price of admission 
to the teading. The first title issued was Spanish 
Pornographic Homage to Georges Bataille, by Hallward and 
Hungarian wtiter Georges Ferenczi? All the books 


3 Spanish Pornographic Homage to Georges Bataille : A 
Reading of New Works by Georges Ferenczi and Richard 
Hallward was launched at Shakespeare & Company Paris 
June 13th 1991. 


Preface 


On November 23'4 1991, Patricia Pruitt read her 
poems to an enthralled audience at an art gallery 
named l'Atelier bleu, at 24 rue du Roi de Sicile in 
Paris. Sixteen months earlier, on July 18" 1990, a fire 
had destroyed the famous upstairs library and reading 
room of Shakespeare & Company, 37 rue de la 
Búcherie. A fireman had been severely burned while 
fighting the blaze, and water from the pompiers’ hoses 
had destroyed most of the bookstore stock. At that 
time Patricias husband, Christopher Sawyer- 
Laucanno, was Writer-in-Residence, engaged in 
writing Continual Pilgrimage," а highly regarded history 
of American expatriate writers in Paris following 


World War Two. 


Sawyer-Lauganno was instrumental in trying to help 
the shop recover from the devastation suffered that 
day. He came together with Richard Hallward, who 
had been staying at the shop since November 1989, 
writing a poetry book of his own, and beside whom 
he had scrubbed the floors of the burned out rooms, 
to organize Fire Readings,” a series of benefits held 
between Boston, New York, Paris, San Francisco and 


! Christopher Sawyer-Lauganno Continual Pilgrimage, Grove 
Press 1992. 

? Held in October 1990. The events were a 72-hour marathon. 
The book Fire Readings was published in 1991 by David 
Applefield, at Frank Editions, Paris. 


were hand bound in fine papers. Between 300-500 
copies were sold of most titles. Readings were often 
attended by as many as 150 people. It was Hallward 
who thus first issued Patricia Pruit's book 
(in)Congrnity.* 


For months after the fire little was done to repair the 
damage, or to replace the library collection. It was 
August 1992 before George Whitman wrote Sawyer- 
Lauganno that things had finally been restored to 
some kind of normality.? At the time of Patricia’s 
reading in Paris, there was still charred wood visible 
on the four hundred year old beams in the library. 
The heat of the fire had cracked ancient tile on the 
floor. The smell of smoke and soot lingered in the 
walls. On the rare occasion readings were held 
upstairs, in the front room, there was still no power. 
A cable through a hole in the bookstore ceiling fed 
electricity upstairs. In the aftermath of the fire charred 
books had been placed in boxes on the sidewalk and 


offered as “souvenirs” for whatever price customers 
and passers by wished to offer. They dispersed to the 
four corners of the world, like bricks from the Berlin 
Wall. 


4 (in)Congruity Busking Editions, Paris was published in an 
edition of 300 copies on November 22nd 1991. 

5 Shakespeare & Company : A History of the Rag & Bone 
Shop of the Heart Ed. Krista Halverson Shakespeare & 
Company Publishers, Paris 2016. 


Poetry readings had been а tradition at Shakespeare & 
Company since George Whitman opened the store 


under its original name Mistral on August 14% 1951. 


At the time he bought the property it was three small 
rooms in a row (without electricity). His soon to be 
closest friend, Lawrence Ferlinghetti, met George 
shortly after the War and later wrote poems about the 
store, and used it as a setting for his novel Love ¿n the 
Days ој Rage. In the 19505 the Beats, especially Allen 
Ginsberg, Gregory Corso and William Burroughs 
were closely associated with the store, which was 
close to the Beat Hotel on rue Git-le-coeur. 


In 1958 Allen Ginsberg and Gregory Corso gave a 
famous reading, during which they both took off their 
othes and read naked. They had, Ginsberg asserted, 
“changed the course of American poetry.” Both 
wrote poems about their time there. The poet who 


spent the most time at Shakespeare & Company over 


the decades was Ted Joans, an important and unjustly 
neglected African-American poet, artist and jazz 
musician. One of my favorite photographs shows 
Langston Hughes reading his poetry amid the stacks, 
accompanied by Joans on trumpet Well-known 
female poets associated with the bookshop include 
Anne Waldman, Elizabeth Bartlett and Alice Notley. 
On rare occasions, George Whitman also published 


poetry, including books by Julian Nangle and 
Christopher Oertze. 


of James Joyce and Rabelais by Sawyer-Lauganno.° 
We have continued to publish books together for the 
last 25 years, including translations of Federico Garcia 
Lorca, Rafaél Alberti, anthologies of Mayan poetry, 
and a book of verse inspired by Antonin Artaud's 
Rodez Notebooks, which Patricia Pruitt translated." If I 
had been publishing in 1991, there is no doubt I 
would have been willing and honored to publish 
Patricia's poetry at that time. It might well have been 
her that became the first Alyscamps Press author, 
instead of her husband. I was finally able to realize my 
ambition to publish her solo work in 2016, when I 
issued a deluxe edition of Drawing Point. 


Over the last twenty years, Alyscamps Press has 
published the work of many leading poets and 
translators of poetry, including: John Ashbery, Pierre 
Martory, David Gascoyne, Jeremy Reed, Paul Celan, 
Nelly Sachs, Lawrence Durrell, Federico Garcia Lorca, 
Robert Graves, Rafael Alberti, Frédéric Mistral, Yves 
Rouquette, Folco de Baroncelli, Mark Polizzotti, 
André Breton, William Davey, Kathleen Raine, Harry 
Burrus, and Rosemary Nissan-Wade. Patricia Pruitt 
deserves her place in such exalted company. 


This chapbook, Insistence, was gathered together by 
Patricia’s husband in the aftermath of her tragic death 


6 Christopher Sawyer-Lauganno The World's Words 
Alyscamps Press 1993. 

7 Dix méditations sur quelques mots d’Antonin Artaud (written 
in French and translated by Patricia Pruitt, 2016). 


Busking Editions was one of a series of important 
publishing ^ ventures closely associated with 
Shakespeare & Company. The store had been home 
to the editorial offices of Merlin and Two Cities in the 
1950s and 60s, and the early focal point for The Paris 
Review. Frank had its editorial offices there in the 
1980s, and was still closely connected in the 1990s. 
Shakespeare and Company was an important 
distribution point for Anglophone poetry publishers, 
such as Faber Faber, Penguin, New Directions and 
City Lights. Patricia Pruitt's reading almost certainly 


took place at l'Atelier bleu as much because of the 
difficulty of holding a nighttime event in a room 
without power and light on a cold Paris November 
evening as anything else. It was here that 1 first heard 
Patricia read her poetry. 1 was immediately convinced 
that she was a vital and penetrating voice that 
deserved to be more widely known. 


I was Manager and Gerant of Shakespeare & 
Company for ten years, leaving in 1999. 1990-91 was 
a difficult time for me. My mother died suddenly and 
young within a couple months of the fire. It was a 
time of great upheaval. I had in mind the idea to 
found a publishing company, but things were too 
unstable to take action. After a short time living on 
avenue d'Italie, where I had moved inspired by 
Günter Grass, І made my home at 35 rue de 


PEspérance. It was here that I founded Alyscamps 
Press in 1993. "Тре first book I published was a study 


on April 23:4 2018. It was compiled as a gift for her 
friends, as a keepsake to remember her great poetic 
gift. It is to be distributed at the celebration of her life, 
which is being organized at her home to honor her. It 
is а precursor to a much larger volume of her 
unpublished work, which will appear from Alyscamps 
Press at a later date. In the months before her death 
Talisman Press issued her selected poems under the 
title Ful] Moon at Sunset, to great acclaim. It was a long 


overdue tribute to a poetic career that should have 


drawn significantly more attention than it did. Patricia 
left this world far too early, but with her passing and 


the distance that will eventually be gained, and the 
publishing of as yet unissued work, I believe there will 
be a new evaluation of her oeuvre. She was an 
important poet - of that I have no doubt. l'or those 
closest to her, her role as poct and artist was 
secondary. "То them she was and remains a 
transcendent spirit who deeply enriched their daily 
lives. As Tennyson reminded us so often, for those 


who are truly loved there is always the lasting within 
the transient. For them, death shall have no dominion. 
The beauty of their soul endures forever. 

Karl Orend 


Meudon 


Insistence 


Pears 


These April pears 
come from Argentina. 


A geography of sorts. 


We ate pears most mornings 
through the winter— 
mainly due to lack of mangoes. 


In the fall it was Bartletts and Boscs 
out of Washington State. 

Later they came from Georgia 

or maybe Florida. 


Days settle into patterns. 
We save thinking 

for when things go wrong. 
Daydreams are short 

and don't seem to capture 
either of us. 


Fewer and fewer dreams. 


The future need not rush. 


The past of course is gone. 


Insistence 


Mute rock must become massive — 
a mountain, or multiple, 

an outcropping— 

to be heard at all. 


In such mass a trace 
of some insistence is visible... 
an insistence on speech. 


A matter of placement? Of form? 
There is no justification for this. 
What about the pebble in your shoe? 


She took up collecting rocks 
for a wall she wished to build, 
and planted Sweet William 
where it will grow. 


Autumn swirls through days 
falling red and yellow, pink 
along the path. 


The death card fell next 
later the high priestess in reverse. 
A tough standstill. 


Warm nights, 
Security in sweet embrace 
We drift asleep. 


Music, water then 
all lights go out 
in the dark. 


Daily Haiku (Selections) 


After falling so 
far out of heaven, rain rests 
on a rose petal. 


That autumn coleus 
seduced my scissors—home came 
a sprig or two. 


Coiled tight, hinges closed 
against a world of waves; shells 
make secret treasures. 


I see us seated 
somewhere counting on our fingers 
the right number. 


Father left today 
seeking in high air all he 
never found down here. 


Blue sky dappled white. 
Dust whirls whimsical as death 
coming for a wren. 


Day gone into sunset 


Summer color turning gold 
Years turning into night. 


These Belong to You 


Bright lakes 
Ipick leaves off 
the dried shed 
skin of snakes 
bittersweet 

in surprise 
hot wet 
towels 

folded 

against 

sky's endless 
Snow 

dry indigo 
nights 

of fathomless 
depths. 
Beyond 
belong 


these belong to you. 


blue eyes 
my skirt 
skin 
possibility 
variations 
to fold 
endless snow 
favored 
alone 

and seas 
they heat 

or chill the 
glass of 
cornflowers 
wandering. 
Beyond 
Aegean 
seas 

be gone. 


What If 


What the afternoon assumes is 


that we will live through it, as well as in it. 


But what if in thunder, in high wet wind 
it tore from us, left us here 

unframed in the raw conduit, marginal 
and scared? Were it truly haphazard 

it would be like that 

but we must trust, we must be game. 


Blotter Paper 


Woke up to fog over 

the river and cat cries 

for breakfast, the scrub 
brush on the window sill 
and you mumbling “coffee?” 
in my ear. 


New buds on the half-dead 
rose bush 

one bloom showing what the others 
might have been 

Sunlight floods this room, then shade— 
country tide 


Pedestrians have red wings 
walk under red awnings 

in undisciplined red armies 
What is said & what we hear 
are events in separate universes 
or even dreams. 


Nothing is intended to be the way itis— 
Really? 

15 that a question or statement? 
Perhaps. 


Articles 


Six A's 
Against a gain— 
an angst 


II 


A squeezed 
beyond the 


hidden again 
it fell 


without so much 
as 


alingering 
angular 
tolean on 


This is 
somehow 


III 


A series, a sequence 
aunit 
a calling and a going 


All This to Get a Touch in Hand- 
Wise 


Have done with stethoscopic readings 

with microscopic gleanings 

with telescopic hallucinations 

Stand still means to be quiet don't move 
toward or away stay put. Put there 

by the requirement for an unmoving 
unyielding center a pivot for circularity 

to take place for radial extensions for conical 
elaborations for linear points to jump 

off from without losing sight of the buoy. 


Iam only I 


Others are a sound 
of birds' wings, Lyrics that rose 
of the song of trees from love 
or rain falling back into the air 
in the season of rains. 
naked with guile 
and praise 


our works and days. 


We know how monsoons 
southwest, northeast 
would govern behavior 


and when to discover 
the knowledge of the dead 
hidden in clouds 


in rivers, in unbroken rock. 


Embrace 


Lack of Tomorrow 
Thold you against me 


in sorrow for who you are Break the breast-bone 
rose petals new born, turn inside out 


a quail's egg easily all at the edge 

broken yet fully formed. of the end 

You are strong and 

need not weaken Broken breasted 

when I'm gone. sorrow-split 
the void makes its home 
in the still beating 
love of the child 


It roosts in the lack 

of tomorrow. 

Let's go on 

let's go on daydreaming 
‘til it ceases here 

‘til it ceases 

on the edge 

of the end 
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